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random, or a drawing in which were framed only a
few such angular pencillings as a schoolboy, one
would  have  supposed,   might   doodle  during  a
geometry lesson.   But still I remained resolutely
uncritical.   These,  after  all,  were the works of
accepted artists.  They were not, there could be no
denying that, my cup of tea; but equally obviously
they must be  other people's.    Not many other
peoples', I could not help reflecting.   There could
never surely have been an age in which Art had been
so  completely  unintelligible to  so  many.   And
mentally I pictured Mrs. Tippetts, Jack Wilkins, my
confectioner from Kingswood examining the geo-
metrical  doodling  of these  Abstract  paintings.
But then to be caviare to the general, to practise an
esoteric chatter from studio to studio, was, after all,
one understood, the chief object of most genuinely
modern artists and poets,  Profoundly academic in
the practice of their profession, it was not surprising
that in politics, though so often of the Left, they
should so seldom look kindly upon democracy.
From a side door of the grey Georgian mansion
we stepped out upon the lawn*  I still retained, I
flattered myself, an open mind. There were doubt-
less excellent reasons, I was still prepared to admit,
why those who liked this sort of thing found this
the sort of thing they liked.   At that moment,
however, we found ourselves, without any warning,
face to face with two pieces of sculpture.  As we
stared silently at these objects, it was borne in upon
me that between the pictures and the sculpture we
had crossed a spiritual frontier.  However right it
might have been to suspend judgment, to remain